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EDITOR'S  NOTE 


'JpHE  earlier  volumes  of  this  series 
were  selected  from  the  work  of 
English  writers  of  universal  reputa- 
tion. Then  the  demand  for  a cheap 
edition  of  a poem  only  a year  old 
seemed  to  indicate  the  desirability  of 
including  in  the  library  an  edition  of 
Mr  Edmond  Holmes’s  “The  Silence 
of  Love.”  Later  still  a selection  from 
the  work  of  another  living  poet,  Mr 
W.  S.  Blunt,  was  added;  the  publisher 
and  editor  hoping  thus  to  extend  the 
circle  of  admirers  of  work  which  they 
particularly  appreciated  themselves. 
With  the  present  volume  a further 


departure  has  been  made,  for  these 
“Love  Songs  from  the  Greek,”  have 
been  prepared  for  their  first  appear- 
ance as  a volume  of  The  Lovers 
Library. 

The  wealth  of  material  of  this  char- 
acter in  Greek  poetry  is  considerable, 
though  some  of  the  most  perfect 
poems  remain  the  sole  memorial  of 
their  author,  whose  other  verses  the 
world  has  been  willing  to  forget. 

As  to  the  musical  qualities  of  Miss 
Sedgwick’s  English  versions,  it  is 
sufficient  to  mention  that  several  of 
her  poems  have  been  selected  by  the 
distinguished  composer,  Miss  Liza 
Lehmann,  for  the  purpose  of  libretto, 
as  it  were,  to  a song-cycle  such  as 
she  wove  about  the  Fitzgerald  Omar 
Khayyam 
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LOVE  SONGS 


LOVE  SONGS  FROM  THE 
GREEK 

Hlh  K not  that  in  my  pages  ye  shall 
read 

Of  Priam  and  his  foes , 

Of  Niobe  lamenting  in  her  need , 

Or  ’wild  Alcdca? s ’woes  ; 

Or  of  sad  Philomel  so  long  of  yore 
Changed  to  a nightingale  : 

Since  they  have  all  been  ’written  of  before 
In  many  an  earlier  tale . 

Ho,  but  the  Graces  in  a dance  divine  ; 

And  Eros,  too , appears 
With  Bacchus  in  this  little  book  of  mine 
These  ask  you  not  for  tears. 


THE  LIGHT  OF  LOVE 

J’VE  drunk  too  deep  of  love  and 
wine: — 

Take  thou  my  wreath  from  me  ; 
The  roses  yet  are  dripping  wet 
With  tears  that  flowed  for  thee. 

The  night  has  come  without  a star, 
But  I shall  find  my  way : 

Thou  art  the  bright  and  beacon  light 
That  turns  my  dark  to  day. 


LOVE  IN  THE  WINE 

J SOUGHT  the  sweetest  flower  that 
blows, 

A red,  red  wreath  to  twine ; 

And  finding  Love  inside  a rose, 

I dropped  him  in  the  wine. 


And  so  I drank  him  in  my  cup ; 

Since  when,  he  ever  sings 
Within  my  heart,  and  keepeth  up 
A beating  with  his  wings. 


THE  CHASE 


some  fierce  hunter  ever  on  the 
traces 

Of  those  wild  creatures  that  before 
him  fly, 

Rejoicing  in  the  rough  and  rugged 
places, 

— Ah,  even  as  that  hunter,  so  am  I ! 


Among  the  hills  by  hare  and  roe-buck 
haunted, 


He  never  stops  to  see  what  he  hath 
slain  ; 


By  snows  and  frosts  of  winter  all  un- 
daunted, 

He  hastens  on  his  headlong  way 
again. 


My  heart  is  like  the  hunter,  who, 
hallooing, 

Seeketh  a quarry  he  can  never  find  ; 

For  what  is  farthest  from  me  still 
pursuing, 

The  love  that’s  here  at  home,  I 
leave  behind. 


THE  SNARE 


TITY  Love  beneath  a leafy  tree 

Had  spread  the  birdlime  out, 
And  many  creatures  of  the  air 
Came  fluttering  about : 
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At  last  a blackbird  snared  itself 
As  it  was  flying  by, 

And  when  she  caught  it  by  the  wings, 
I heard  its  frightened  cry. 

And  yet,  O dearest  God  of  Love, 

And  sister  Graces  three  ! 

Ye  know  how  gladly  I would  change 
This  winged  bird  to  be  ! 

Ah,  could  I only  now  become 
A blackbird  or  a thrush, 

So  I might  whimper  in  her  hands, 
And  hear  her  bid  me  hush  ! 


THE  VINE 

o VINE ! that  art  clambering  over 
my  bower, 

Why  dost  thou  hasten  apace  and 
apace, 

To  shed  down  thy  leaves  in  a flutter- 
ing shower, 

Letting  them  fall  on  my  fair  one’s 
face  ? 

Art  thou  afraid  of  the  wind  and  the 
wet, 

In  the  chill  of  the  year  when  the 
Pleiads  set  ? 


Oh,  stay,  green  vine,  my  beloved  to 
cover ! 

Cover  her  face  as  she  sleeps,  from 
the  sun  ; 
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Hearken,  O vine!  to  the  voice  of  her 
lover, 

Shield  her  sweet  slumber  until  it  is 
done. 

Shadow  and  shelter  the  place  of  her 
rest, 

And  wait  till  the  Pleiads  have  waned 
in  the  west. 


THE  LOVE  CHARM 

^YPRIS,  O Lady  most  precious! 

thou  goddess  ot  love  and  delight, 
I give  thee  this  charm  that  I value  ; to 
thee  it  belongeth  of  right : 

I bought  it  in  Thessaly  once, — a 
sorceress  sold  it  to  me, 

And  she  said  it  would  bring  me  my 
lover,  although  he  were  over  the 

sea. 


Set  in  a circlet  of  gold,  and  carved 
from  a pale  amethyst, 

Where’er  he  may  be,  it  will  bring  him 
to  meet  me  in  time  at  the  tryst. 

Oh,  yes!  it  will  bring  me  my  lover, 
and  even  if  recreant,  he 
Shall  come  at  my  call,  if  I turn  it, 
although  he  be  over  the  sea. 

A thread  that  is  spun  out  of  fleeces 
of  lamb’s-wool  about  it  I twine, 
Dyed  purple,  and  here  I shall  leave  it 
to  hang  at  this  altar  of  thine : 

For  lo ! it  can  bring  me  my  lover, 
although  he  be  over  the  sea, 

And  therefore,  O Queen  of  Desire ! I 
bring  it  to  offer  to  thee. 


AT  THE  SHRINE  OF 
APHRODITE 

J^Y  Aphrodite’s  house  divine, 

Where  down  the  gleaming 
corridor 

The  pillars  of  her  porches  shine, 

I leave  these  purple  grapes  of  mine, 

— The  best  the  sunny  vineyard  bore 

Brimmed  with  the  juice  of  Bacchus’ 
wine  : 

And  far  afield  the  mother  vine 
With  curling  tendril  shall  no  more 
About  their  polished  clusters  twine 

Nor  nectared  leaf  o’er  them  incline 
But  they  shall  hang  beside  the  door 
Of  Aphrodite’s  golden  shrine. 
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TO  APHRODITE  OF  THE 
SEASHORE 

£ OFFER  clear  honey  that  comes 
from  the  clover, 

To  sweeten  these  cakes  of  white 
barley  for  thee ; 

Such  gifts  as  are  due  from  a sea-going 
lover, 

O thou  who  art  guarding  the  shore 
and  the  sea ! 


To-morrow,  I hope  with  the  dawn  to 
cross  over 

The  blue  of  the  level  Ionian  sea, 

To  reach  Eidothea  who  longs  for  her 
lover ; 

So  send  a fair  wind  blowing  seaward 
for  me. 
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And  bring  me,  O Cypris ! in  mercy, 
moreover, 

Safe  into  the  haven  where  fain  I 
would  be, 

For  thou  art  the  Queen  of  the  home- 
coming lover, 

As  well  as  the  Queen  of  the  sailor 
at  sea. 


THE  LOVE-LETTER 

J^EAR  Elpis,  all  my  thoughts  and 
all  my  wishes  are  for  thee — 

Well  be  it  with  my  sweetest  girl,  if 
so  indeed  it  be 

That  aught  may  e’er  be  well  with 
her,  when  she  is  far  from  me. 

Alone,  and  all  unmated,  by  thy 
shining  eyes,  I swear 

This  solitary  life  of  mine  no  longer  I 
can  bear : 

There  is  no  rest  or  peace  for  me, 
without  thee,  anywhere. 

I cannot  see  the  palaces  or  towers  for 
my  tears  ; 

The  landscape,  too,  is  blotted  with  a 
mist  that  never  clears  ; 

All  dim  and  pale  the  temple  of  great 
Artemis  appears. 


To-morrow,  I am  going  home ; ah, 
gods,  what  happiness  ! 

And  when  against  my  heart  again, 
thee,  dear  one,  I shall  press, 

A thousand  times  I’ll  kiss  thee,  and  a 
thousand  times  caress. 


THE  GREETING 


Q WHITE-WINGED  ships!  that 
sail  across  the  sea, 

With  riches  laden,  launched  upon 
your  way, 

If  toward  the  happy  isle  your  flight 
should  be, 


- — The  happy  isle  across  the  silver 
sea, — 

And  you  should  steer  to  where  my 
love  doth  stay, 

Ere  you  have  passed  the  headland, 
haply  she 


Shall  come  upon  the  cliff  beside  the 
sea,  • 1 

To  scan  the  broken  ripples  of  the 
bay, 

And  ask  the  flying  ships  for  news  of 
me. 
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Oh,  tell  her,  ships  that  sail  across  the 
sea, 

Whose  prows  are  wet  with  the  salt 
ocean  spray  • 

“ Behold,  thy  lover’s  thoughts  are  all 
of  thee  ; 

“He  longeth  for  his  love  exceed- 
ingly.” 

Oh,  tell  her  this,  and  fairer  winds 
to-day 

Shall  send  you  on  across  the  silver 
sea! 


THE  LOVER’S  GARLAND 


T WILL  twine  the  violet, 

And  the  white  narcissus  wet 
With  early  showers ; 


And  freckled  lilies  of  the  field 
To  deck  my  lady’s  garland  yield 
Their  laughing  flowers. 

Here  the  yellow  crocus  sweet 
With  the  hyacinth  shall  meet, 

Of  purple  hue  ; 

And  roses,  far  above  the  rest, 

By  all  true  lovers  loved  the  best : 
Green  myrtles,  too. 

So  this  my  plaited  crown  shall  shed 
Its  bloom  on  Heliodora’s  head, 

And  she  shall  wear, 

A wreath  by  me  of  blossoms  wound. 
About  her  fragrant  temples  bound, 
And  golden  hair. 


AFTER  THE  REVEL 

^^HERE  the  yellow  crocus  dies 

Throwft  upon  the  marble 
floor, 

And  the  rosy  ribbon  lies 

That  my  love  so  lately  wore  5 
There  1 gather  gifts  to  be 
God  of  gardens,  brought  to  thee. 

Fallen  flowers  faint  and  fair, 

Pallid  lilies  plucked  by  her  ; 
Wreaths  of  ivy  from  her  hair, 

Smelling  still  of  balm  and  myrrh  : 
These  are  garlands  fit  for  thee, 

Lord  of  love  and  revelry  ! 


TO  RHODOCLEIA,  WITH 
A WREATH 

J^EAR  Rhodocleia,  take  from  me 
This  wreath  that  I have  wound 
for  thee ; 

A garland  for  thy  golden  head, 

Of  mingled  blossoms,  white  and  red. 

For  thee,  the  rose’s  fiery  cup 
With  lilies  pale  is  twisted  up  ; 

And  wind-flowers  with  the  rain-drops 
wet, 

Narcissus  and  dark  violet. 

Oh,  bind  my  wreath  about  thy  hair 
And  boast  no  more  that  thou  art  fair ! 
Like  it  thou  bloomest  now,  dear  maid, 
And  like  it  soon  must  droop  and  fade. 
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A KISS  WITHIN  THE  CUP 


'T^'HERE  is  no  gladness  in  the  glass 
Unless  thou  pour  for  me ; 

But  taste  it  first  before  it  pass, 

And  I will  drink  with  thee: 

For  if  those  lovely  lips  of  thine 
Have  breathed  upon  the  brim, 

I swear  that  I will  drain  the  wine, 
Although  it  reach  the  rim. 


Oh,  who  could  bear  to  say  thee  nay, 
When  thou  hast  kissed  the  cup  ? 
Or  who  would  turn  the  other  way, 
When  thou  hast  filled  it  up  ? 

For  oh,  the  cup  has  kept  the  kiss 
And  carries  me  a share, 

To  show  me  all  the  wasted  bliss 
Thy  lips  have  lavished  there  I 
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THE  CUP 


honey-dropping  mouth  of 


ners 

Thou  touchest,  little  cup  ; 

And  since  in  this  all  sweetness  is, 
Make  haste  to  drain  it  up. 

I grudge  thee  not,  O crystal  cup  ! 

The  bliss  that  now  is  thine: 

I do  but  pray  some  other  day 
Thy  fate  may  yet  be  mine. 


^WAKE,  and  waste  ye  not  the 
prime, 

Away  with  woes  and  strife ! 

For  all  too  little  is  the  time 
Of  our  allotted  life. 


BREVIS  LUX 


Come  bring  the  cups  and  bring  the 
wine, 

And  bring  the  laughing  girls 
To  tread  a lazy  dance  and  twine 
The  roses  in  their  curls. 

And  let  me  live  and  love  to-day, 
While  youth  is  left  to  me  : 

For  ah,  to-morrow,  who  can  say 
Where  you  and  I shall  be  ? 


TO-MORROW  WE  DIE 


QOME,  let  us  drink  with  ardour 
unabating, 

For  short  shall  be  the  rosy  morning 
red  ; 

Why  are  we  idly  watching  here  and 
waiting 

Until  the  lamp  shall  light  us  up  to 
bed? 

Come,  let  us  laugh,  my  Love,  instead 
of  weeping ; 

A little  life  is  left  for  you  and  me, 

And  then  there  comes  to  us  the  time 
for  sleeping 

All  through  the  night  that  lasts 
eternally. 


LOVE  AND  THE  BEES 


The  little  Love  unruly 
Is  lying,  and  his  cheek  is  red 
As  apples  gathered  newly. 

Unaided  and  unarmed  is  he; 

His  quiver,  bow  and  arrows 
Are  hung  up  high  upon  a tree 
Among  the  chirping  sparrows. 

His  eyes  are  weighted  down  with 
sleep, 

As  smiling,  he  reposes 
On  pale  pink  petals  in  a heap,  “ 

The  spoils  of  summer  roses. 

The  yellow  bees  that  fly  above. 

Their  hives  afar  forsaking, 

Between  the  laughing  lips  of  Love 
The  honey-comb  are  making. 


are  bending 


over- 
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BITTERSWEET 

VTOU,  Melissa,  learned  your  art 
From  the  flower-loving  bee; 
All  your  ways  I know  by  heart 
Since  you  made  a slave  of  me. 

• 

Ah,  when  you  have  come  to  kiss, 
From  yourmouth  the  honey  drips; 
But  another  mood  from  this, 

Lays  a sting  upon  your  lips  ! 


THE  BEE 


PASTORAL  bee!  is  it  coming 
to  plunder 

My  treasure  from  me  thou  art  flying 
above  ? 
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Is  it  trying  to  taste  of  my  honey,  I 
wonder, 

Thou  art  seeking  the  face  of  my 
flower-like  Love  ? 

Forbear,  buzzing  bee,  both  to  hum 
and  to  hover, 

Return  to  the  fields  and  thy  flowery 
wine : 

Be  it  thine  to  suck  out  the  sweet  soul 
of  the  clover 

But  never  to  meddle  with  maiden 
of  mine. 

Be  ofl  to  the  hives  where  thy  children 
are  swarming, 

Fly  back  to  the  bees,  thou  impor- 
tunate thing ! 

Take  heed  lest  my  hands  be  too  hasty 
in  harming  ; 

I,  too,  have  been  learning  from  Love 
how  to  sting. 


THE  STING  OF  LOVE 


HONEY-BEE!  that  dost  on 
flowers  feed, 

Why  brush  my  Heliodora  with  thy 
wing  ? 

Dost  thou  forget  the  blossoms  of  the 
mead, 

And  all  the  dewy  chalices  of  spring  ? 


Or  meanest  thou  to  tell  me  that  the 
sting 

Of  Love  that  seems  so  sweet  unto 
the  heart, 

Is  at  the  best,  alas  ! a cruel  thing, 
And  leaves  behind  a long  and  bitter 
smart  ? 


If  this  be  all  that  thou  wouldst  say  to 
me, 

Thou  lover  - loving  creature,  fly 
away  ! 
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Back  to  thy  flowery  meadows,  honey- 
bee, 

I’ve  known  thy  news,  ah,  many  and 
many  a day. 


A MIDSUMMER  NIGHT 


A/TERCILESS  little  mosquitoes, 
who  drink  of  our  blood  with 
delight, 

Two-winged  torments  that  buzz  round 
my  bed  in  the  silence  of  night: 

Leave  my  beloved  to  slumber;  fly  over 
to  me  if  you  need, 

Light  on  my  limbs  if  you  like  it,  and 
linger  to  feast  and  to  feed. 

Why  do  I reason  with  you,  O relent- 
less ? for  now  as  I speak, 

Lo,  you  have  reached  my  beloved, 
and  seem  to  be  stinging  hercheekl 
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Stop,  and  be  off,  or  I warn  you,  you 
evil  and  obstinate  band, 

Soon  you’ll  be  feeling  the  force  of  a 
jealous  and  angry  hand. 


THE  MESSAGE 


|^£AR  her  my  message,  mosquito;, 
go  touch  but  the  tip  of  her  ear, 
Sing  to  her  ever  so  softly,  so  she,  and 
she  only  can  hear  : 

Tell  her  that  he  who  adores  her  is 
waking  and  waiting  alone, 
While  she  forgetteth  and  sleepeth  : O 
musical  singer,  begone  I 
Whisper  it  low  that  none  other  may 
happen  to  hear  in  the  house, 
Lest  the  mere  message  I send  her  an 
envious  pang  should  arouse  ; 


And  if  thou  bring  the  dear  maiden  I 
look  for  and  long  for,  to  me, 
Listen,  O little  mosquito  ! I’ll  make 
a great  hero  of  thee. 


DONNA  RITROSA 

TJTOW  long  with  such  a frowning 
brow 

Do  you  still  mean  to  meet  me? 
How  long  shall  you  refuse  as  now 
With  gracious  words  to  greet  me? 
Ah,  can  it  be  you  think  perchance 
Your  youth  will  be  eternal, 

And  your  whole  life  a gala  dance 
Of  gaieties  diurnal  ? 

While  yet  the  hour  is  yours,  recall 
That  in  the  end  is  waiting 


Old  age,  the  saddest  time  of  all, 
In  which  there  is  no  mating  : 


For  then,  of  your  young  charms  bereft 
Too  late  you  will  discover 
That  you  are  all  alone  and  left 
Without  a single  lover. 


TIME’S  REVENGES 


gOON,  may’st  thou,  my  Love,  be 
sleeping 

In  as  cold  a place  as  I, 

On  thy  windy  threshold  weeping, 
Where  thou  leavest  me  to  lie : 
May’st  thou  sleep,  thou  cruel  one, 
Like  thy  lover,  on  a stone. 


Even  in  a dream,  thou  showest 
No  compassion  ; others  seem 
To  be  kinder,  but  thou  knowest 
Love  not  even  in  a dream. 


Think  of  me  the  dreary  day 
When  thy  hair  is  turned  to  gray. 


EUPHROSYNE 

J SHALL  not  be  deceived,  my  dear, 
However  much  you  flatter  ; 

Not  even  that  persuasive  tear 
Can  help  to  mend  the  matter. 

Ah,  Phiilida  ! I know  as  long 
As  my  arms  are  around  you, 

You  love  me  best  of  all  the  throng 
Of  suitors  that  surround  you. 

But  if  another  man  with  me 

Should  happen  to  change  places. 
I’d  be  forgotten  then,  and  he 
High  up  in  your  good  graces. 


PROUD  ROSA 

J^OSA  is  grown  too  proud,  alas  ! 

Because  she’s  fair  to  see  ; 

And  when  I greet  her  as  I pass, 

She  scarcely  nods  to  me. 

And  if  I leave  beside  her  door 
My  wreathed  garland  sweet, 

She  tramples  it  upon  the  floor 
With  angry  little  feet. 

Come  age  to  lay  her  beauty  waste ; 

Come  wrinkles,  and  be  kind, 

Come  all  too  quickly  and  make  haste 
To  change  my  Rosa’s  mind. 


T"vID  I not  say  we  should  grow  old  ? 
Did  I not  tell  thee  oft  before 
That  soon  our  youth  would  be  no 
more, 

Andloosed  the  bonds  of  love  long  cold? 

The  years  to-day  thy  brow  deface : 
Oh,  turned  to  gray  thy  golden  hair, 
And  changed  the  smile  I found  so 
fair ! 

Gone  is  thy  sweet  beguiling  grace. 

Of  those  who  once  thy  pride  forgave, 
No  flatterer  now  to  thee  comes  near, 
Nor  suitor  murmurs  in  thine  ear  : 
We  shun  thee  like  an  open  grave. 


TIME  AND  THE  HOUR 

J SENT,  desiring  grapes  of  thee, 

As  yet  a wilful  child, 

And  thou  didst  answer  make  to  me 
They  were  but  sour  and  wild. 

I’ll  send  again  when  every  one 
Is  filled  with  purple  wine, 

And  sweetened  by  the  summer  sun 
The  bunch  swings  on  the  vine. 

Oh,  haste  to  give  them  ere  the  time 
From  which  no  girl  escapes, 

When  thou  shalt  be  beyond  the  prime, 
And  withered  all  the  grapes  ! 


NEMESIS 

J KNOW  myself,  dear,  how  to  love 
a friend 

And  hate  an  enemy  ; 

But  oh,  who  ever  taught  thee  how  to 
rend 

A heart  that  worshipped  thee  ? 

Thou  k no  west  that  I always  begged 
thee  not 

To  vex  a poet  so, 

Yet  I foresaw  in  vain  thy  future  lot, 

And  warned  thee  long  ago. 

Thou  wouldst  not  hear,  howe’er  1 did 
implore, 

A single  word  from  me  ; 

I might  as  well  have  shouted  on  the 
shore 

To  the  Ionian  sea. 
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Therefore,  in  sorrow  thou  lamentest 


now 

Thy  flouted  lover  fled  ; 

While  I beside  a fairer  girl  than  thou, 
Perforce  am  comforted. 


| THE  DIFFERENCE  TO  ME 

| £^H,come  not  with  a wrinkled  brow. 
Nor  beg  to  sit  beside  me  ; 

And  think  not  I desire  now 

The  boon  your  youth  denied  me ! 

Oh,  where  is  gone  your  golden  hair  ? 

Perhaps  you  are  forgetting 
That  now,  without  your  tresses  fair. 
It  is  no  use  coquetting. 

I sought  to  reach  a rose  of  May 
In  dewy  freshness  blowing  : 

Why  should  I pluck  a thorn  to-day 
Upon  a bramble  growing? 
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HESPERIDUM  MALA 

pjERE  are  my  apples,  rosy-red, 
And  one  I fling  at  thee ; 

If  thou  canst  love  me,  give  instead 
Thy  maidenhood  to  me. 

But  if  thou  should  deny  me  this, 
The  apple  take,  and  see 
That  brief  as  its  bright  hour  is, 

So,  too,  thine  own  shall  be. 


THE  RACE  OF  TIME 

'Y'OU  say,  my  Love,  you  do  not  care 
And  would  not  for  the  world  be 
mated  : — 

Though  now  you  are  accounted  fair, 
Take  heed  lest  you  should  be  belated. 
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| With  him  perhaps  whom  you  have 
hated 

You  then  may  be  too  glad  to  pair  ; — 
} You  say,  my  Love,  you  do  not  care, 

! And  would  not  for  the  world  be 
mated. 

Time’s  torches  blaze  the  while,  be- 
ware, 

The  race  he  runs  is  unabated  ; — 

Then  say  not,  Love,  you  do  not  care, 

And  would  not  for  the  world  be 
mated. 


THE  DREAM 


J QVE  came  to  me,  I thought,  the 
other  night 

Before  the  flushing  of  the  faint  sun- 
rise, 

And  in  his  hand  he  led  a maiden 
bright, 

Who  looked  at  me  with  laughter  in 
her  eyes. 

Then  in  my  dream  I started  up  to 
strain 

Her  whom  1 saw,  in  rapture  to  my 
breast ; 

Deceived,  alas  ! by  empty  hopes  in 
vain, 


And  by  an  idle  image  falsely  blest. 


Since  when,  pricked  by  the  memory 
of  a dream, 

A far-off  phantom  in  despair  I chase, 

And  on  the  downward  paths  of  sleep 
I seem 

Forever  following  a flying  face. 

O love-sick  soul ! say,  wilt  thou  never 
cease 

"With  fading  visions  to  destroy  my 
peace  ? 


THE  FIRST  KISS 

jyjY  fairest  love,  Rhodanthe,  when 
she  found 

I meant  indeed  to  kiss  her  lips 
divine, 

40 


Took  the  bright  girdle  that  her  waist 
had  bound 

And  held  it  up  between  her  mouth 
and  mine. 


And  as  a conduit  from  a fountain’s 
brink 

Draws  the  clear  stream  into  another 
place, 

So  Love’s  sweet  nectar  I drew  up  to 
drink, 

Kissing  across  the  silk  that  hid  her 
face. 

The  rosy  lips  I sought  to  meet  I 
missed, 

And  touching  but  the  maiden’s  zone 
instead, 

My  dear  Rhodanthe  from  afar  I kissed, 

From  her  divided  by  a ribbon  red  : 


Forced  to  content  myself  with  only 
this — 

At  least  the  girdle  carried  her  my 
kiss. 


LOVE  THE  SHEPHERD 


A H,  Thyrsis,  dost  thou  slumber  on 
and  sleep, 

Forgetting  still  that  fleecy  charge  of 
thine  ? 

The  nymphs  gave  thee  their  snowy 
flocks  to  k>eep, 

But  thou  dost  all  a shepherd’s  care 
resign. 

It  may  be  thou  didst  drink  a draught 
too  deep, 

At  noontide,  from  the  foaming  jug 
of  wine, 

And,  shepherd,  now  unmindful  of  thy 
sheep, 

Thou  liest  stretched  beneath  the 
shady  pine. 


But  thou,  dear  Thyrsis,  piping  on  a 
reed, 

Didst  music  make  as  sweet  as  Pan’s, 
they  said ; 

So  Love  himself  is  come  thy  flocks  to 
lead  ; 

He  leaveth  not  thy  lambs  un-  j 
shepherded: 

! And  while  they  stray  upon  the  hill- 
side, look, 

Love  tends  the  sheep  and  shakes  the 
shepherd’s  crook  ! 


THE  HIDDEN  WOUND 

WH1LE  he  was  with  us  still,  we 
hardly  knew 

That  in  his  bosom  burned  so  deep  a 
wound ; 
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And  yet  we  heard  how  sad  a sigh  he 
drew, 

While  we  were  merry  and  the  wine 
went  round. 

But  the  third  time  he  filled  his  cup 
anew, 

From  that  enwreathed  garland  we 
had  bound 

About  his  brow,  the  roses  and  the  rue 

Rained  sweetest  leaves  in  showers 
to  the  ground. 

Surely  the  flame  of  love  had  seared 
his  heart, 

And  scorched  the  blossoms  of  his 
flowery  crown  ; 

At  whose  hot  breath,  the  petals  fell 
apart, 

And  fading  fast,  too  early  fluttered 
down. 
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None  sees  how  sore  the  wounds  of 
lovers  are, 

Save  him  who  bears  the  imprint  of  a 
scar. 
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THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  LOVE 

T O VE  lay  at  length  beside  a fountain 
x fair, 

Beneath  the  shadow  of  a tree,  and 
when 

The  young  nymphs  came,  he  gave  into  ' 
their  care 

His  lighted  torch  till  he  should  wake 
again. 

The  nymphs  together  whispered : 

“ Shall  we  dare 

To  quench  this  fiery  brand  of  his, 
and  then, 

Put  out  withthesetheother  flames  that 
flare  « 

So  fiercely  in  the  hearts  of  mortal 
men  ? ” 

E 
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They  tossed  the  torch  into  the  spring, 
but  higher 

It  blazed,  and  they  too  late  the  lesson 
learned  : 

The  very  fountain-head  was  set  on  fire, 

And  in  the  basin  bubbled  up  and 
burned. 


O sleeping  Love,  how  terrible  thy 
torch, 

Since  even  water  it  is  seen  to  scorch  ! 


THE  SOUTH  WIND 

soft  airs  from  the  south  to 
sailors  kind, 

But  most  unkind  to  me  disconsolate, 
Have  taken  from  my  arms  my  tender 
mate, 

And  left  but  half  my  soul  with  me  be- 
hind. 
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Thrice  blessed  thou,  O happy,  happy 
wind  I 

And  happy  ship  to  bear  so  rich  a 
freight ! 

O happy,  happy  waves ! for  lo,  the 
fate 

Of  her  I love  is  unto  you  consigned  ! 


But  would  I were  a dolphinof  the  deep, 
That  I might  set  her  safely  on  my  back, 
Beside  the  swinging  stern  my  course  to 
keep, 

And  follow  after  in  the  foaming  track  : 


Till  she  should  see  amid  the  waters 
smile 

The  sea-girt  gardens  of  her  rosy  isle  ! 


THE  LAMP 

LITTLE  lamp  of  silver  wrought, 
A wakeful  watcher  of  the  night, 
To  her  I love  the  best  I brought, 
Through  all  the  dark  to  lend  her 
light : 

And  to  a faithless  girl  I gave 
A lamp  to  be  her  faithful  slave. 

Beside  her  bed,  the  flame  outworn 
Flares  low  and  almost  dies  to  see 
That  her  false  vows  are  all  forsworn, 


And  she  no  longer  dreams  of  me. 
So  I,  consumed  with  care,  in  turn, 
Nowsleepless  like  thelampmust  burn, 





SWEETS  TO  THE  SWEET 

T SEND  this  perfume  unto  thee, 

Who  art  more  sweet  than  per- 
fume is, 

As  unto  Bacchus  I should  bring 
A cup  of  wine  already  his. 

I do  not  give  the  perfume,  dear, 

For  any  sweetness  that  it  has, 

But  that,  when  it  is  used  by  thee, 

It  may  be  sweeter  than  it  was. 
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THE  GIFT 


gHOULDST  thou  fly  from  me  as  far 
As  the  farthest  islands  are, 

Love  would  lend  his  wings  to  me, 

So  that  I could  follow  thee. 


Shouldst  thou  reach  the  rosy  dawn, 
Like  a rose  to  roses  gone, 

Though  vast  gulfs  did  intervene, 

I should  cross  the  space  between. 


Wilt  thou  take  a shimmering  pearl, 
Brought  from  ocean  depths,  my  girl  ? 
’Tis  the  Queen  of  Love  hath  sent 
This  to  be  thine  ornament: 


For  she  sees  her  charms  decline 
By  comparison  with  thine  ; 

And  before  thy  brighter  day, 
All  her  spirit  dies  away. 
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LOVE’S  ECHOES 


JIPCHOES  of  love  forevermore 
Are  sounding  in  mine  ears, 

And  in  mine  eyes  a fountain  springs 
Of  sweet  and  silent  tears  ; 

The  tears  of  dear  desire  shed, 
Beloved,  for  thy  sake; 

And  through  the  dark,  and  through 
the  dawn, 

Alas  ! I lie  awake. 


A well-remembered  seal  is  set 
Upon  my  trembling  heart ; 
Image  of  thee,  too  much  adored, 
Who  mine  enchantress  art. 
Then,  tell  me,  little  winged  loves, 
Oh.,  tell  me,  if  ye  may, 

How  is  it  ye  could  come  to  me, 
And  cannot  fly  away? 
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HINC  ILLAE  LACRIMAE 


MY  Lais  with  her  pretty  wiles. 
Subdues  me  to  her  will ; 
However  sweet  may  be  her  smiles, 
Her  tears  are  sweeter  still. 


The  other  day,  she  wept,  and  when 
She  laid  her  head  at  this 
Close  up  against  my  shoulder,  then 
I gave  the  girl  a kiss. 

And  as  a trickling  streamlet  drips 
Down  from  a fountainside, 

Her  tears  fell  on  our  meeting  lips  : 

— I asked  her  why  she  cried. 

She  said  : “ You  wonder  at  my  tears  ; 
What  should  I do  but  grieve? 


You  fill  me  with  too  many  fears ; 
I know  that  men  deceive.” 


OD1  PROFANUM  VULGUS 

J CANNOT  read  the  books  that 
others  praise 

In  chorus  loud ; 

I love  not  walking  on  the  public 
ways, 

Among  the  crowd. 

As  from  the  fountain  for  the  way- 
farer, 

I will  not  drink, 

So  from  a girl,  when  men  speak  well 
of  her, 

I often  shrink. 

Ah,  both  in  joy  and  pain  I hate  to 
share 

The  common  lot ! 

And  thus  a face  by  all  accounted  fair 

I covet  not : 
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Ere  I can  call  the  heart  that  seems  so 
sweet 

My  very  own, 

I hear  an  echo  far  away  repeat ; 

“Not  thine  alone.” 


THE  SCHOLAR 


J QCKED  in  my  study  by  myself, 
I sat  among  the  sages  ; 

And  taking  Hesiod  from  the  shelf, 

I turned  the  yellow  pages. 


I lingered,  buried  in  the  book, 

The  summer  morn  unheeding, 

Till  Pyrrha  passed, — I caught  her 
look — 

And  then  I stopped  the  reading. 


The  book  slipped  down  upon  the  floor, 
— The  girl  outside  was  sweeter — 

I thought : “ Old  Hesiod  is  a bore  ; 

I think  I’ll  go  and  meet  her.” 


IN  CHAINS 

jyjY  Doris  drew  a shining  hair 
From  out  her  golden  head. 
And  bound  me  in  her  fetters  fair, 

A captive  to  be  led. 

I laughed  aloud  for  joy  at  first, 

And  sought  to  free  my  hands : 

It  seemed  an  easy  thing  to  burst 
My  pretty  Doris’  bands. 

But  when  I found  my  strength  too 
weak, 

I sighed  in  bitter  pain, 

Like  some  poor  slave  who  cannot 
break 

His  iron-linked  chain. 
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THE  WAY  OF  THE 
WORLD 

pjOMER  was  a famous  poet, 

And  he  sang  of  all  things  well : 
When  he  said  that  love  was  golden, 
Then  he  did  himself  excel. 

Are  you  rich  and  go  a-wooing, 
There’s  no  guard  beside  the  gate, 
And  no  watch-dog  at  the  threshold 
For  a lover  lies  in  wait. 

If  you  come  with  pockets  empty, 
Cerberus  is  sure  to  spring  : 

A poor  devil  of  a fellow 

Must  not  hope  for  anything. 


AURI  SACRA  FAMES 


gNTERING  the  brazen  tower, 

By  the  sovereign  might  of  gold, 
Zeus  attained  his  Danae’s  bower, 
Where  she  sat  serene  and  cold : 
Every  barrier  gold  will  pass, 

Chains  and  walls  of  beaten  brass. 


Gold  corrupts  the  watchful  guard, 
Bursts  the  bolts  and  bars  apart ; 
Shuts  the  eyes  that  keep  sharp  ward, 
And  subdues  poor  Danae’s  heart. 
Let  no  lover  look  to  bring 
Silver  for  his  offering. 


COCK-CROW 

^JpHE  day  is  just  dawning,  Chrysilla. 
The  cock,  dear,  already  has 
crowed, 

And  heralds  the  hateful  Aurora 
Setting  forth  on  her  radiant  road. 

O cock  ! I could  kill  thee  for  crowing 
So  shockingly,  shamefully  loud  : 
Thou  callest  me  out  from  Chrysilla, 
To  mix  with  the  odious  crowd. 

And  thou  art  too  old,  O Tithonus  ! 
Or  how  couldst  thou  ever  have 
borne 

To  part  with  thy  rosy  Aurora 
At  earliest  break  of  the  morn  ? 
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THE  LOVER  TO  HIS 
MISTRESS 

>‘JpHE  rose  of  June  requires  no  dress 
To  ornament  her  loveliness; 

So,  Lady,  you  no  silken  gown 
Do  need,  nor  yet  a jewelled  crown. 

The  whiteness  of  no  pearl  endures 
A moment  to  be  matched  with  yours. 
And  burnished  gold  cannot  compare 
With  tangled  splendours  of  your  hair. 

The  sapphire  from  the  Indian  mine 
Doth  sparkle  with  a ray  divine  ; 

Yet  from  your  eyes  that  are  more 
bright, 

There  flashes  still  a bluer  light. 
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And,  oh,  the  sweetness  of  your  lips 
That  other  kisses  all  eclipse  ! 

Your  perfect  grace  that  men  adore 
The  cestus  is  that  Cypris  wore. 

Therefore  these  things  my  soul  subdue 
To  be  a bondslave  unto  you  : 

And  in  your  eyes  alone  there  dwells 
A stronger  charm  than  magic  spells. 


THE  TRUE  LOVER 

J_JE  who  looks  and  falls  in  love, 
If  a beauteous  face  he  see, 
Doth  himself  no  lover  prove 
By  his  longing  ; but  if  he 
Should  a plainer  maid  admire 
His  is  love,  and  his  is  fire. 

Ail  who  have  discerning  eyes 
In  a lovely  lass  delight ; 

But  who,  when  the  arrow  flies, 
Pining  for  a girl  less  bright, 
Knows  the  burning  heart’s  desire, 
His  is  love,  and  his  is  fire. 


THE  LOST  LOVE 

J^O  you  remember  now  no  more 
Theoaththatwe  together  swore, 
That  was  to  bind  us  evermore, 

Arsinoe  ? 

Oh,  falsely  i«  thine  oath  forsworn. 
And  I am  left  alone  to  mourn  ! 

The  gods  heed  not  my  life  forlorn, 
Arsinoe  ! 

But  Hymen  hears  thine  outcast  mate, 
All  dreary  now  and  desolate, 
Weeping  for  thee  beside  thy  gate, 
Arsinoe. 


THE  BROKEN  TRYST 

J^Y  all  that’s  holy,  Niko  swore 
That  she  would  come  to  me; 
The  day  draws  on,  the  dark  is  gone, 
And  where,  oh,  where  is  she? 


She  must  have  meant  to  be  forsworn, 
And  not  to  come  to-night : 

The  hour  is  past,  the  day  dawns  fast: 
So,  boys,  put  out  the  light. 


LOVERS’  PERJURIES 


^pHOUGH  he  swore  that  none  could 
move 

Him  to  leave  his  faithful  love, — 
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Swore  it  but  the  other  day, — 
Yet  they  tell  the  truth  who  say 


That  the  oaths  a lover  swears 
Come  not  to  immortal  ears. 

Now  he  burns  with  other  fires, 
And  is  stung  with  new  desires  : 

Making  no  account  of  her 
Whom  he  lately  did  prefer. 


nTHOU  comest  beyond  all  surmise 
To  me  who  looked  and  longed 
alone: 


A sudden  and  a great  surprise 

My  spirit  straight  hath  overthrown. 
My  limbs  are  trembling,  and  the  smart 
Of  stinging  pain  is  in  my  heart. 

My  helpless  soul  is  set  afloat 
On  Love’s  immeasurable  sea  ; 

A sailor,  who  has  lost  his  boat, 

I call  for  succour  unto  thee: 
Receive  me,  dearest,  ere  I die, 

And  let  me  in  thy  haven  lie. 
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HYMN  TO  CYPRIS 


Q CYPRIS!  thou  who  far  and 
^ wide 

Dost  bring  the  bridegroom  to  the 
bride ; 

With  whom  the  fleet  Desires  abide, 
Sweet  Cypris,  succour  me  ! 


Thou  knowest,  Cypris,  that  serene 
And  serious  my  life  hath  been  ; 

Then  save  me  now,  O Cypris  Queen  ! 
Sweet  Cypris,  succour  me  ! 


For  I,  whose  heart  more  cold  did  grow 
Than  are  the  drifts  of  northern  snow, 
Am  set  again  by  thee  aglow  ; 

Sweet  Cypris,  succour  me! 
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Drawn  helpless  in  an  evil  hour 
Into  thy  saffron-scented  bower, 

Oh,  save  me,  thou  who  hast  the 
power, 

Sweet  Cypris,  succour  me! 

Sunk  in  thy  seas  by  tempests  blown, 
Thy  purple  waves  have  washed  me 
down 

O Lady  ! save  me,  or  I drown, 

Sweet  Cypris,  succour  me  ! 

And  since  thou  keepest  in  thy  care 
The  haven  of  the  Naiads  fair, 

Oh,  bear  me  up,  and  leave  me  there, 
Sweet  Cypris,  succour  me  ! 


ODI  ET  AMO 


WOULD  you  learn  to  love 
you 

Are  compelled  to  hate  me,  too  : 


If  in  hating,  you  succeed, 

You  will  find  you  love  indeed : 


If  you  cannot  hate  me,  then, 
Never  love  me,  Love,  again. 


SNOW  AND  FIRE 

'JpHE  winter  night  is  long  and  cold, 
The  Pleiads  in  the  west  are 
low ; 

And  to  thy  window,  overbold, 


I come,  full  weary,  wet  with  snow. 


Dear,  I am  wounded  with  desire, 

— But  not  such  love  as  others 
know  ; — 

It  was  a burning  bolt  of  fire 

That  hit  my  heart  and  hurt  me  so 


THE  RETURN  OF  LOVE 

thou  little  soul  of  mine, 
Drunken  with  thy  bitter  tears, 
Is  that  ancient  wound  of  thine 
Aching  after  many  years? 

Dost  thou  feel  the  burning  smart 
Of  thy  long-remembered  pain, 
Now  returning  to  the  heart 
And  reviving  once  again  ? 

Wilt  thou  listen,  little  soul, 

Listen,  and  good  counsel  take? 
Never  stir  the  living  coal, 

Stir  it  not  for  Heaven’s  sake  I 
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For  beneath  the  cinder  glows 
Still  the  never-dying  fire  ; 

Stir  it  only,  and  it  grows 

Hotter  than  it  was  and  higher. 


Little  soul,  if  thou  forget 
All  the  anguish  of  the  past, 
Love  himself  shall  find  thee  yet 
And  shall  fetter  thee  at  last. 
He  will  claim  thee  as  his  slave, 
Branded  on  a former  day  : 
Fugitive  he  ne’er  forgave 

Who  from  him  hath  fled  away. 


THE  REKINDLING  OF 
THE  FLAME 

J^ONG  had  we  loved  of  old, 

But  all  our  love  was  turned 
To  beds  of  ashes  cold, 

Where  once  a flame  had  burned. 

Yet,  ere  she  went  her  way, 

She  came  and  kissed  me  first, 
And  from  those  ashes  gray, 

Again  the  fire  burst. 


UNAWARES 


J^ENEATH  the  ashes,  see,  my  dear, 
The  embers  now  are  burning 
clear  ; 

i swear  by  Pan,  and  Bacchus  too, 
That  there  is  hidden  fire  here. 

No,  I!ll  not  take  a single  kiss ! 

I have  no  courage  left  for  this. 

Alas,  alas  ! where  least  we  look 
The  greatest  danger  often  is. 

Sometimes,  a river  which  doth  flow 
In  silence,  long  before  we  know, 

Will  wear  away  a city  wall, 

And  undermine  the  base  below  : 

j And  thus  I fear  lest  there  may  be 
I Just  such  a fate  in  store  for  me, 

| And  I may  find  too  late,  poor  iool, 
That  I am  lost  for  love  of  thee 
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yet  in  thee  does  June  unclose 
The  inmost  petals  of  her  rose; 
Not  yet  appear  in  perfect  shape 
The  clusters  of  the  purple  grape. 


And  yet,  though  green  thy  season, 
dear, 

Already,  lo,  young  Love  is  here ; 
Already  he  has  bent  his  bow, 

And  smouldering  flames  in  secret  glow. 


Ah,  we  that  love  thee  must  take  wing 
Before  the  shaft  is  on  the  string, 
Before  the  sparks  ascending  higher 
Are  fanned  into  a fiercer  fire  I 


“ IL  Y A TOUJOURS 
L’UN  QUI  AIME  ” 

LOVE ! they  say  thy  blazing 
torch 

Can  never  light  a flame 
Of  equal  fury  in  the  hearts 
Of  two  to  burn  the  same. 

And  oh,  if  thou  canst  set  on  fire 
The  heart  of  only  one, 

In  pity,  then,  put  out  the  flame, 

Or  leave  that  heart  alone  ! 
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VETERIS  VESTIGIA 
FLAMMAE 

SINCE  it  seems  thou  hast  undone 
me, 

Trample  if  thou  like  upon  me, 

Who  am  lying  low  ; 

By  the  gods,  I cannot  bear  thee, 

For  I learned,  O Love  I to  fear  thee, 
Long,  so  long  ago. 

Though  thine  arrows  are  amazing, 
They  shall  never  set  me  blazing, 

All  of  them  I know  ; 

And  their  sudden  fire-flashes, 

For  they  burnt  me  into  ashes, 

Long,  so  lcng  ago. 
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FANNING  THE  FIRE 

POME,  take  the  cup,  for  in  my 
veins 

I feel  the  fire  divine ; 

Put  by  the  fan,  I am  aflame 

With  something  worse  than  wine. 

And  thou,  who  canst  not  cool  my 
breast, 

The  fruitless  task  give  o’er  ; 

With  every  flutter  of  thy  fan 
I burn,  I burn,  the  more. 


“ THE  FIERCENESS  OF 
THE  BOY” 


T OVE  seemeth  terrible  to  me, 

None  other  terrible  as  he : 

What  is  there  left  for  me  to  do, 

But  sigh,  and  say  that  this  is  true  ? 

Pleased  with  my  taunts,  the  boy 
grows  bold, 

And  laughs  aloud  to  hear  me  scold  : 
The  more  I cry,  the  more  I curse, 

He  ever  wilder  is  and  worse. 

His  mother  has  been  said  to  be 
Born  of  the  cool  translucent  sea  ; 
How  is  it,  then,  she  gave  him  birth 
Who  is  the  fire-brand  of  the  earth  ? 
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THE  FATALITY 


soul  foresees  the  fatal  harms 
To  come  from  Heliodora’s 
charms  ; 

Recalling  jealousies  and  fears, 

The  memories  of  earlier  years. 

It  tells  me  I must  go  or  die, 

And  yet  I have  no  strength  to  fly  : 

It  prophesies  my  future  pain, 

And  prophesying,  loves  again. 


ILLE  DIES  PRIMUS 

J OVE  wandered  all  the  world  about 
To  seek  a simple  prey, 

And  when,  at  eve,  he  found  me  out, 
He  stung  my  heart  straightway. 

He  smiled,  and  said:  “The  same  sweet 
pain 

To  thine  old  wound  returns, 

0 luckless  soul ! and  thee  again 
My  scorching  honey  burns.” 

So,  since  that  most  unhappy  day, 
Whene’er  thy  face  I see, 

1 dare  not  go,  I dare  not  stay : 

What  shall  become  of  me  ? 


THE  LOVER’S  VOW 

J ^ISTEN,  O Love  ! unto  my  sup- 
pliant song, 

Listen,  and  lull  to  rest 
The  sleepless  sorrow  that  hath  lain  so 
long 

Within  my  troubled  breast. 

My  wild  regret  for  Heliodora  still, 
And  lighten  my  despair  : 

But  if,  O Love  ! such  be  not  thy  good 
will, 

Then  hear  me  while  I swear : 


“ By  thy  bent  bow  that  never  has  the 
power 

To  shoot  a single  dart 
At  any  man  but  me,  and  sends  2 
shower 


Always  into  my  heart ; 
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THE  SLEEPING  LOVE 


^JpHOU,  Love,  who  sendest  sleepless 
cares 

To  men,  thyself  art  sleeping  ; 

Thy  torch,  that  now  no  longer  flares, 
Has  fallen  from  thy  keeping : 

Thy  bow  unbent  is  laid  apart, 

Untwanged  the  string  thatharrows  : 
They  shoot  no  more  into  the  heart 
Inevitable  arrows. 

Let  others  of  good  comfort  be, 

And  quail  not  at  thy  quiver ; 
These  may  be  brave,  but  as  for  me, 

I fear  thee  more  than  ever. 

Perhaps  thou  hast  a hidder  ;ting, 
Behind  thy  harmless  seeming, 

And  thinkest  of  a horrid  thing 
For  me  while  thou  art  dreaming  1 


THE  BUSY  ARCHER 


■"y^HEREis  Love,  the  naughty  child,. 

Winged  little  creature  wild, 
Who  before  the  dawning  day 
Left  his  nest  and  flew  away  ? 

Here  I make  a hue  and  cry ; 

Tell  me,  who  saw  Love  go  by  ? 


Fearless  is  he,  swift  of  flight, 
Laughing  often  as  in  spite, 
Sometimes  shedding  sweetest  tears  ; 
Wings  upon  his  back  he  wears  ; 
Round  his  neck  is  slung  a quiver, 
And  his  tongue  is  wagging  ever. 


It  is  vain  to  ask  of  me 
What  I think  his  birth  may  be ; 
For  the  Earth  and  Air  and  Sky 
All  in  turn  the  boy  deny  : 
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And  by  everyone  his  face 
Hated  is  in  every  place. 

Let  us  look  lest  unawares 
He  should  catch  us  in  his  snares  ! 
Ah,  I see  him,  there  he  is, 

In  that  hiding-place  of  his  I 
Love,  the  archer,  I surprise 
Lurking  in  my  Lady’s  eyes. 


INDIFFERENCE 


^^HAT  joy  is  there,  Heliodora, 

In  all  of  these  kisses  of  thine, 
If  thy  beautiful  lips  are  so  listless, 
Reluctantly  meeting  with  mine? 


On  thy  lips,  Love,  thy  kisses  are 
sleeping ; 

Locked  up  in  their  prison  they  stay ; 
O Love  I ’tis  not  thou  who  art  kissing, 
Not  thou,  but  an  image  of  clay. 


THE  KISS 

^JpELL  me,  maidens,  who  was  this 
Me  a twilight  kiss  bequeath- 
ing? 

There  was  nectar  in  the  kiss, 

For  the  lips  were  nectar-breathing. 

1 have  drunk  too  much  of  bliss, 

And  am  drunken  with  a kiss. 


THE  SINGING  GIRL 

* pHE  singing  Musa,  blue-eyed  maid, 
Who  like  a bird  could  trill, 
Within  this  little  grave  is  laid. 

All  voiceless  now,  and  still. 
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And  she  who  was  so  fair  and  bright, 
Mute  as  a stone  must  be  ; 
Farewell,  my  pretty  Musa  ; light 
The  earth  lies  over  thee. 


THE  LOST  COMRADE 

'jpHE  Samian  maids  for  Crethis  cry, 
Their  busy  little  friend, 

Who  knew  so  many  pretty  games 
And  stories  without  end. 

But  she,  the  cheerful  chatterer, 

Now  answers  not  their  call, 

For  here  she  sleeps  the  silent  sleep 
That  comes  in  turn  to  all. 


THE  WAYSIDE  GRAVE 


For  here  a girl  is  lying 
Who  was  to  be  a bride. 

By  her  small  grave  in  passing 
Pause  only  for  a breath, 
And  in  your  heart  consider 
How  envious  is  Death. 

This  monument  of  marble 
Beside  the  dusty  way, 

Tells  of  a maid  who  perished 
Before  her  marriage  day. 


^^HERE  this  white  pillarstandeth 
Oh,  stop,  and  turn  aside! 


The  same  tall,  flaring  torches 


Kindled  with  festal  fire, 
For  burning  at  her  bridal. 


FROM  THE  GREEK 


And  thou,  O Hymeneus  I 
Amid  the  joyous  throng, 

Didst  change  the  wedding  chorus 
Into  a mourning  song. 


THE  -RETURN  OF  THE 
REVELLER 

o THOU  night  of  song  and  revel ! 

O ye  countless  stars  aglow, 
And  thou  moon  who  shinest  softly 
On  the  way  that  lovers  go  ! 

Will  ye  tell  me  of  my  lady, 

Ye  who  all  her  secrets  see  ; 

Is  she  sleepless  on  her  pillow, 

Is  she  watching  still  for  me  ? 

Where  the  lamplight  flickers  faintly. 
With  a glimmer  through  the  gloom, 
Is  another  there  beside  her, 

In  the  shadow  of  the  room  ? 
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All  my  festal  wreaths  are  faded, 

For  the  rose  and  violet, 

That  were  freshly  plucked  and  plaited, 
With  my  saltest  tears  are  wet. 

Here  within  her  pillared  portal, 

I will  bind  them  up  above  ; 

They  shall  hang  by  Cypris’  altar, 
Withered  garlands  of  my  love. 

And  I’ll  write  on  them  to  Cypris : 

“ He,  thine  own  initiate, 

Brings  the  spoils  of  love  and  sorrow 
Unto  thee  to  consecrate.” 


ABSENCE 

fN  the  wide  fields  of  spring  the  corn 
Sends  up  a tender  shoot, 

And  on  the  orchard  bough  is  born 
The  flower  of  the  fruit. 
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In  coverts  deep  of  cypress  wood 
The  hen-bird  flaps  her  wings, 

And  cries  above  her  downy  brood 
Of  soft  unfledged  things. 

The  linnet  trills  the  whole  day  long. 
And  from  a thorny  bush, 

There  comes  to  me  the  liquid  song 
Of  sweeter-throated  thrush. 

But  now  I can  no  more  rejoice 
In  this  melodious  choir  ; 

I’d  rather  listen  to  thy  voice 
Then  hear  Apollo’s  lyre. 

O Love  I I am  forlorn  afar, 

Thy  face  I long  to  see, 

But  duty  stern  is  here  to  bar 
The  road  that  leads  to  thee. 


THE  SONG  OF  THE 
SWALLOW 


SWALLOW,  sweetest  swallow, 
swift  of  wing  I 

What  is  it  that  thine  endless  song 
doth  say? 

What  meaneth  all  thy  mournful 
twittering, 

From  early  dawn  to  darkening  of 
the  day  ? 

Is  it  of  thronging  memories  that  come 

To  thee,  with  thoughts  of  thy  fair 
Attic  home  ? 

Art  thou  still  longing  for  thy  far-off 
youth, 

Sick  with  desire  for  the  golden 
prime  ? 
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The  song  that  fills  thy  melancholy 
mouth, 

Is  it  perhaps  the  half-forgotten  time 

Of  thy  lost  maidenhood  its  strain 
recalls, 

When  thou  wast  happy  in  thy  father’s 
halls? 

Perhaps  it  is  remembrance  ol  disgrace, 

And  shameful  wrong  thy  plaintive 
notes  that  stirred ; 

— The  castle  of  the  cruel  King  of 
Thrace, 

Where  thou  wast  changed  into  a 
feathered  bird — 

Is  this  the  burden  of  thy  ceaseless 
song, 

O swallow,  swallow,  singing  all  day 
long? 


PAN’S  MUSIC 

gTIR  not  your  tops,  ye  oaks  upon 
the  steep, 

Ye  sacred  groves,  unto  the  Dryads 
dear ; 

Let  all  your  whispering  leaves  a 
silence  keep, 

For  Pan,  dear  Pan  is  here. 


Be  still,  ye  springs  down  rushing  from 
the  rock  ; 

And  in  the  shelter  of  the  sheepfold 
near, 

Your  bleatings  cease,  O many-voiced 
flock ! 

For  Pan,  dear  Pan  is  here. 
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Pan  runs  his  lip  along  the  jointed 
reeds  ; 

He  pipes  a note  melodious  and  clear: 
The  choir  of  nymphs  will  follow 
where  he  leads, 

For  Pan,  dear  Pan  is  here. 


They  hasten  to  the  dance  with  happy 
feet, 

And  moving  from  the  mountain  and 
the  mere, 

The  nymphs  of  water  and  of  wood- 
land meet, 

For  Pan,  dear  Pan  is  here. 


THE  PIPING  PAN 


goats  are  at  play  in  the  pasture, 
They  are  cropping  their  flowery 
food  : 

And  Pan  is  a-piping — I hear  him 
Deep  down  in  the  shade  of  the  wood. 

I can  see  him  through  briars  and 
branches, 

Perched  up  on  the  ledge  of  a rock, 
Where  he  pipeth  a ditty  diviner 
Than  shepherd  e’er  sang  to  his  flock. 

Go,  my  goats,  where  the  grass  is  the 
greenest, 

And  the  rose  runneth  over  with 
dew ; 

Take  the  tenderest  tips  of  the  blossoms 
While  Pan  is  a-piping  for  you. 
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TEMPORA  MUTANTUR 

GHEPHERD,  piping  on  the  hill, 
Pipe  no  more  of  Daphnis’  fame  ; 
Nevermore  the  forests  fill 

With  the  echoes  of  his  name  : 

Pipe  no  more  in  reedy  notes, 

Pleasing  Pan  the  lord  of  goats. 

Ye  that  play  the  sacred  lyre, 

Sing  of  Hyacinth  no  more, 

Whom  Apollo  did  desire, 

— Who  the  crown  of  laurel  wore  : — 
Hyacinth  no  longer  praise, 

Singing  in  the  woodland  ways. 


Daphnis  was  by  you  beloved  ; 

He  has  lived  and  had  his  day  : 
Hyacinth  your  music  moved, 

Yet  he,  too,  has  passed  away  . 
These  are  gone,  we  know  not  how  ; 
Dion  holds  the  sceptre  now. 
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THE  SLEEP  OF  DAPHNIS 


T YING  where  the  ground  is  covered 
•*-'  Thick  with  leaves,  thou  sleepest 
still : 

Daphnis,  thou  wilt  be  discovered  ; 
Hark,  the  hunt  is  on  the  hill ! 

Pan's  afoot  now  with  his  fellow, 

For  Priapus  by  his  side, 

Crowned  with  ivy-berries  yellow, 
Helps  to  find  thee  far  and  wide. 

They  are  coming  nearer  ; hear  them 
Close  beside  the  cavern  door  ; 

Fly,  O Daphnis  ! fly  and  fear  them  ; 
Wake,  oh, wake,  and  sleep  no  more  I 


LOVE  SONGS 


Pan 

*J^ell  me,  Nymphs,  and  tell  me  true, 
Here  among  the  forest  spaces, 
Did  my  Daphnis  stay  with  you, 
Feeding  Flocks  in  grassy  places? 


The  Nymphs 

Yes,  O piping  Pan,  and  see, 

So  thatthou  shouldstfindhimbetter, 
There  on  yonder  poplar  tree, 

In  the  bark  he  carved  a letter 


The  Letter 

Pan,  dear  Pan,  I lead  the  way 
To  Arcadia  ; follow,  follow  : 
Fare  ye  well,  ye  nymphs,  to-day. 
Hiding  in  the  hill  and  hollow. 
104 


TURNBULL  AND  SPEARS,  PRINTERS; 
EDINBURGH. 


THE  LOVER’S  LIBRARY 


Edited  by  Frederic  Chapman 

Uniform  with  this  Volume 

Price  1/6  net  Cloth  Price  50  cents  net 
Price  2/-  net  Leather  Price  75  cents  net 


Vol.  I. 

The  Love  Poems  of 
Shelley 

Vol.  II. 

The  Love  Poems  of 
Robert  Browning 

Vol.  III. 
Vol.  IV. 

The  Silence  of  Love 
The  Love  Poems  of 
Tennyson 

Vol.  V. 

The  Love  Poems  of 
Landor 

Vol.  VI. 

The  Love  Poems  of  E. 
B.  Browning 

Vol.  VII. 

The  Love  Poems  of 

Robert  Burns 

Vol.  VIII.  The  Love  Poems  of 
Herrick 


Vol.  IX. 

The  Love  Poems  of  Sir 
John  Suckling 

Vol.  X. 

The  Love  Poems  of  W. 
S.  Blunt  (Proteus) 

Other  Volumes  in  Preparation 


Elowers  of  Parnassus 

A Series  of  Famous  Poems  Illustrated 

Under  the  General  Editorship  of 

F.  B.  Money-Coutts 

Demy  i6mo  (52X42),  gilt  top 
Price  1/-  net  Cloth  Price  50  cents  net 
Price  1/6  net  Leather  Price  75  cents  net 

Vol.  I.  Gray’s  Elegy.  Illustrated  by J '.  T. 
Friedenson. 

Vol.  II.  The  Statue  and  the  Bust.  By 
Robert  Browning.  Illustrated 
by  Philip  Connard. 

Vol.  III.  Marpessa.  By  Stephen  Phillips. 

Illustrated  by  Philip  Connard. 

Vol.  IV.  The  Blessed  Damozel.  By  D.  G. 

Rossetti.  Illustrated  by  Percy 
Bulcock. 

Vol.  V.  The  Nut-Brown  Maid.  A New 
Version.  Illustrated  by  Herbert 
Cole. 

Vol.  VI.  A Dream  of  Fair  Women.  By 
Alfred  Tennyson.  Illustrated 
by  Percy  Bulcock. 

Vol.  VII.  The  Day- Dream.  By  Alfred  Tenny- 
son. Illust.  by  Amelia  Bauer le. 

Vol.  VIII.  A Ballade  upon  a Wedding.  By 
Sir  John  Suckling.  Illustrated 
by  Herbert  Cole. 

Vol.  IX.  Rubaiyat  of  Omar  Khayyam.  By 
Edward  Fitzgerald.  Illustrated 
by  Herbert  Cole. 

Vol.  X.  The  Rape  of  the  Lock.  By  Alex- 
ander Pope.  I llustrated  by 

Aubrey  Beardsley. 

Vol.  XI.  Christmas  at  the  Mermaid.  By 
Theodore  Watts-Dunton.  Illus- 
trated by  Herbert  Cole. 

Vol.  XII.  Songs  of  Innocence.  By  Wm.  Blake. 

Illustrated  by  Geraldine  Morris. 

Other  Volumes  in  Preparation. 


THE  NEW  POCKET 
LIBRARY 


Vol.  I.  Adam  Bede.  By  George 
Eliot 

Vol.  II.  Scenes  of  Clerical  Life. 
By  George  Eliot 

Vol.  III.  Dr  Thorne.  By  Anthony 
Trollope 

Vol.  IV.  TheWarden.  By  Anthony 
Trollope 

Vol.  V.  Barchester  Towers.  By 
Anthony  Trollope 

Other  Volumes  in  Preparation 

Size , Pott  8vo  (6x3!  inches ) 

Printed  from  a clear  type  upon  a specially 
thin  and  opaque  paper,  manufactured 
for  the  Series. 

Price  is.  6d.  net.  Cloth.  Price  50  cents  net 
Price  2S.  net.  Leather.  Price  75  cents  net 


John  Lane,  London  and  New  York 


THE  BORROW  LIBRARY 


Vol.  I.  Lavengro  : The  Scholar — 
The  Gypsy — The  Priest.  By 
George  Borrow. 

Vol.  II.  The  Romany  Rye  : a Sequel 
to  “ Lavengro.”  By  George 
Borrow. 

Vol.  III.  The  Bible  in  Spain  ; The 
Tourneys,  Adventures  and  Im- 
prisonments of  an  Englishman. 
By  George  Borrow. 

Vol.  IV.  The  Zincali  ; or,  An  Account 
of  the  Gypsies  of  Spain.  With 
an  original  collection  of  their 
Songs  and  Poetry,  and  a 
copious  Dictionary  of  their 
Language.  By  George 
Borrow. 

Other  Volumes  in  preparation 
Size , Pott  8vo  (6x3!  inches) 

Printed  from  a clear  type  upon  a specially 
thin  and  opaque  paper,,  manufactured 
for  the  Series. 

Price  2s.  net.  Cloth.  Price  75  cents  net 

Price  3s.  net.  Leather.  Price  $1.00  net 


John  Lane,  London  and  New  York. 


POEMS 

By  Matthew  Arnold 

With  an  Introduction  by 

Arthur  Christopher  Benson 

AND 

Upwards  of  Seventy  Illustrations  and  a 
Cover  Design  by 

Henry  Ospovat 

Price  6s.  net.  Crown  8vo.  Price  $2.50 


The  Magazine  of  Art. — “An  extremely 
charming  edition,  profusely  illustrated  with 
pen  drawings  by  an  artist  whose  decorative 
fancy  in  the  head-pieces  is  as  remarkable  as 
the  power  to  render  the  poetry  itself.  It 
speaks  well  for  him  that  he  holds  his  readers 
by  his  artistic  feeling.” 

The  Bookman. — “A  beautiful  edition.  The 
illustrations  are  bold  and  striking  and  worthy 
of  close  study.” 

Literature. — “Mr  Henry  Ospovat  has  well 
caught  the  fine  spirit  which  informs  the  poems. 
The  work  in  technique  reminds  one  of  that 
done  for  the  wood  engravers  of  the  fifties.” 


JOHN  LANE,  Publisher 

LONDON  AND  NEW  YORK 


TWO  BOOKS  FOR 
PRESENTS 


Shakespeare’s  Sonnets 

With  fourteen  Illustrations  by 

Henry  Ospovat 

Price  3s.  6d.  net.  Square  i6mo.  Price  $1.25 

“The  book  is  beautifully  printed.” — Gua7'- 
dian. 

“ Mr  Henry  Ospovat  has  excelled  himself 
for  Mr  John  Lane’s  dainty  edition  of  Shake- 
speare’s Sonnets.” — Art  Journal. 

“No  one  could  desire  an  edition  of  the 
Sonnets  more  tastefully  and  charmingly  got 
up  than  this l'— Saturday  Review. 

“ Mr  Ospovat  has  accomplished  his  task 
with  taste  and  imagination.” — Literary 
World. 


Shakespeare’s  Songs 

With  eleven  Illustrations  and  Ornaments  by 

Henry  Ospovat 

Price  3s.  6d.  net.  Square  i6mo.  Price  $1.25 


JOHN  LANE,  Publisher 

LONDON  AND  NEW  YORK 


